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Tonsillitis 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the \"2nd Week of Sickness\" prompt in my Band-It+ Bingo square. 


Ringo Starr really did miss 3/4 of the Beatles\' Eastern (Australia, New Zealand, etc..) tour due to a severe 


bought of tonsillitis that required a lengthy hospital stay, lots of flowers and more frozen yogurt than any one 


will ever need. 


Dragging himself into the studio, Ringo promptly fell into a coughing fit. 


Looking up from his precious new Rickenbacker |2-string, George winced at how pale his lover was. 


"Ringo, are you ok?" 


Unable to speak comfortably, Ringo clutched at his throat, shaking his head. Slumping down to the floor, he 
leaned back against the wall for support. 


John, as equally concerned for their drummer as George, knelt down next to him, placing a hand on his 


forehead. "Ringo, yer burnin up! Ya need to see a 


doctor, babe." 


Shaking his head, Ringo pointed silently to his drum set. They were about to go off on tour; someone had to 
play drums. 


At that precise moment, the Beatles’ manager, followed by Paul, ventured into the studio. "Everything alright, 


lads?" 


"Ringo's got a fever, and he can't talk.” George joined John and his boyfriend on the floor. "What're we gonna do, 
Epp?" 


Feeling Ringo's forehead for himself, Brian sighed. "You do need medical attention, Richard." 


In strong denial, Ringo tried to push himself up to stand. Luckily, all four of the others were there to catch 
him when he fainted. 


Living on a diet of frozen yogurt and lukewarm oatmeal, Ringo came to realize after two weeks, was not that 


bad. Watching the other Beatles embark on their tour of the Eastern world from a hospital bed was that bad. 
His dead, infected tonsils sat in a preservation jar on the bedside table, laughing at his misery. They had taken 
away his voice, his drums and his boyfriend. He briefly wondered how much a rabid fan would pay for the 
bloody things. 


Watching in silent pain as his lads set foot in Australia the first time, his heart leapt when George looked 
straight at the camera and blew a kiss. Suddenly, the chocolate yogurt in his lap was extremely interesting. 


He felt so guilty. If he'd taken better care of himself, maybe he wouldn't have gotten sick. He could be touring 
with John, Paul and George instead of this Jimmy Nichols character. Given the chance, Ringo would probably 
send a bullet through his skull. 

Glancing back at the TV, a reporter had managed to mic George. 


"We just want to give a shout out to our lad Ringo. Get better soon, love, it ain't the same without ya." 


Ringo's heart swelled and a smile formed on his thick lips. Love you too, George. 


